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To Mr. J. H. at the TEemPLE, occafioned

by a Tranflation of an Epiftle of Horacz.
1730,

By the Rev. Mr. S——, of Magdalen College, Oxroro.

I M E flies—{o you and Horace fing,
From whence you many a moral bring,
To teach us how to fteer our lives,
T” enjoy our bottles and our wives.
Young man, I well approve your notions,
And wholly am at your devotions.
I hate your four, canting rafcals,
That talk of Ember-weelks and Pafcals ;
Black villains, who defire to wean us,
From Bacchus’ pleafures, and from Venus’,
To gain themfelves a larger fhare,
And fob us ofF with faft and prayer ;
And tell us none to Elyfium go,
‘Who do not plague themfelves below.
Can mis’ry raife the grateful heart,
Or tuneful fongs of praife impart ?
The great C

And trace it out by Wifdom’s clue

eator’s work we view,

Nothing is good but what is z7ze,
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With cautious and with thankful eye
We fcan the great variety :
Each good within our reach we tafte,
And call our neighbour to the feaft.
QOur fouls do gen’rouily difown
All pleafare that’s confin’d to one;
The only rational employment
Is, to receive and give enjoyment :
To ev’ry pleafure we attend,
Not to enjoy is to offend.

Bat {till, amidft the various crowd
Of goods, that call with voices loud,
Our nat’ral genius, education,
Parents, companions, or our ftation,
Dire& us to fome fingle choice,

In which we chiefly mult rejoice.

Pleafures are ladies—f{ome we court
To pafs away an hour in {port :

We like them all for this or that,

For filence fome, and {fome for chat;

For ev’ry one, as Cowley fings,

Or arrows yields, or bows, or firings.
But, after all this rambling life,

Each man muft have his proper wifz.
You know my meaning fome one good,
Felt, heard, or feen, or underftood,

Will captivate the heart’s affection,

And bring the reft into fubjettion,

Q3

Pray
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Pray mind the tenor of my fong ¥
It holds together, tho’’tis long.
You’ve made an early choice, and wife one s
The belt I know within th’ horizon.
My lady Zaw is rich and handfome :
May fhe be worth you a king’s ranfom !
But I muft tell ;‘E)u, (yow’ll excufe
My friendly, tho’ plain dealing Mufe)
In her own hands is all her dower ;
There’s not a groat within your power 3
And yet you're whoring with the Niune 5
With them-you breakfaft, fup, and dine,
With them you fpend your days and nights ——
15t fitting fhe fhou’d bear fuch flights ?
Beggarly, ballad-finging carrions,
Can they advance you to the barons?
You've made me too an old Tom Dingle,
And I, forfooth, muft try to jingle.
Your lady wou'd not do you wiong ;
She owns you’re tender yet,” and young—
She’d wink at now and then a fong ;
But ftill expeéts to fhare the time,
Which now is all beftow’d ‘on rhime.
Read in the morning Hobbes de Homine,
At noen, ¢’en fport with your Melpomene,
Youngfter, I've fomething more to fay;
T'o wean you from this itch of play.
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In his Officiis old Marc Tully,
*Mongft certain points he handles fully,
(A book I ever muft delight in
Far beyond all that fince is written !)—
He tells us there, our parents’ praife
Their children’s virtue ought to raife
Their Worth and praife fhow’d prick us on
To labour after like renown.

Who but thy father has been able,
Like Hercules, to cleanfe a ftable ?
About his ears how ftrange a rattle!
Who ever ftood fo tough a battle ?

1’ has tam’d the moft unraly cattle.—
Juft two fuch jobbs as yet remain

To be difpatch’d by you and B —-.
Your father with Herculean club

The tyrants of our fouls did drub;

B —— for our bodies, youour chattels,
Maft undertake the {elf~fame battles.
The world on you have fix’d their eyes,
’Tis you muft quell thefe tyrannies:

So fhall fome title, now unknown,
Bangorian-like your labours crown.
Ravifh’d, methinks, in thought I {ee
The univerfal liberty.

But after all, T know what’s in you:
You'll do’t, a thoufand to one guinea,

Q4

Time
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